


The T ragcdie 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ? 

Chri. At Pembrooke , or at Hertford weft in Wales. 

Her. What men of name refort to him ? 

Cbri.S'n Walter Herbert, arenowned fouldier, 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley , 

Oxford , redoubled Pembrookefu lames Blunt, 

Rice ap 'Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth, 

And towards London they ■doe bend their coutie, 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Dar Retnrne vnto my Lord,commendmeto him 
Tell him, the Queene harh h'artiiie confented 
He fhall efpoiifc 1 Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thcfe Letters will refoluc hiavof my mind. 

Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. Wi’l not King RicharMct me fpcake with him ? 
-Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hafi'mgs ,and Edwards children, Riuert,Gray, 
Holie King Henry, and thy faire fonne Edward. 

aufhan, and all chat-haue mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, foule iniuftice, 

If that yourmoodiedifeontenred foules. 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuengcsmockemy deftruaion : 

This is All-foules day feibwes, is it riot? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Buc Why then all-foules,daie is my bodies Doomelday 
This is the day that in King Edwards time 
I wifint might fall one me when I was found 
Falfs to his children, or bis wiues allies : 

This is the day where in I wiibt to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted raoft : 

This is all- foules day, to my fearefull foule, 

Is the determined, defpite of my wronges : 

' That high all-feer that I dallied with, 

Hath tutnd my fained praicr one my head, 

And giuen in carneft what I begd in ieaft . 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 


To 


oj Richard the Third. 

To tuthe their points on their maifters bofome .* 

Now Mamets curfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoch’fhe, fhall fpli t thy heart with forrow. 
Remember Afargret was a prophetefle. 

Come firs,conuey me to the blocke of ftiame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

Enter Richmond with drsmet and trumpets 
%teh. Fellowcs in armes, and my moft louing friends, 
Bruif d vuderncath the yoake of tyrannic, 

Thusfarre into the bowels of the land, 

Hauc we marcht on withouc impediment .• 

Aad heere receiue we from our father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare. 

That fpoil’d your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like wafh,and makes his trough, 
In your itnboweld bofome,this foule fwiue 
Lies now euen in the center of this Iflc, 

Neere to the towne of Leicefier as we learne : 

From Tamvortb thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name chearc on, couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this one bloudie triall of fhjrpe warre. 
i Lor. Euery naans confcience is a tboufand fwords 
To fite againft that bloudie homicide, 
a Lor . I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

I Lor. He hath no friends but who are friends for feare, 
Which inhis greateft need will flrrinke from him. 

Rich, all for our aduancage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwift, and flics with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter Kmg Richard , *2 %or. Ratchjfe, Catesby,with others. 
King. Heere pitch our tents, euen here in Bofwortb field. 
Why how now Catesby, why loakeft ihou fo fad ? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfolke, come hither: 

‘PSorfolke^Nr. muft baue knockes ha. muft we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take 
King.Vf with my tent, heere will 
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